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Annunciation

—CHARLESOrr.

e A gray veil of morning settles upon the ancient hills of Galilee
— upon

the sleepy little town of Nazareth. Even the busy little birds are asleep. They
perch in the yellowish-green budding branches and bushes that, along with the
humble homes of people, line the streets. A shimmer of light finds its way into

the chamber of a young maiden. She is kneeling by the only window, her form
indistinct in the slowly departing shadows of night. Her soft, unseeing eyes rest

on the cold, gray stone that is the synagogue across the way. She is younger
than the very spring that bursts and bubbles about her. Her graceful tresses
blend with the morning sky and seem to float upon the moist and tangy breeze.

Lilies that are hands fold in silent prayer. She is beautiful and graceful. . .
“Hail, full of grace!” — the stillness of her chamber is shattered and lies in
tiny bits about her feet. A young man, resplendent with light, stands in the
middle of the room.
“Fear not, Mary, for thou hast found grace with God. Behold thou shalt
conceive in thy womb, and shalt bring forth a son: and thou shalt call his name
Jesus. He shall be great and shall be called the Son of the Most High; and the
Lord God shall give him the throne of David his father: and he shall reign in
the house of Jacob for ever. And of his kingdom there shall be no end.”

Her young, white face is perplexed; her lips are quivering. She speaks.
“How shall this be done, because I know not man?”
It is as if the dulcet strains of a symphony fill the little chamber. This deep

voiced cello answers the sweet melody of a violin. “The Holy Ghost shall come
upon thee, and the power of the Most High shall over-shadow thee. And therefore also the Holy which shall’ be born of thee shall be called the Son of
God. And behold, thy cousin Elizabeth, she also hath conceived a son in her

old age; and this is the sixth month with her that is called barren: because no
word shall be impossible with God.”
The angel is finished speaking. He stands before the beautiful maiden,
awaiting her answer. The stillness of the chamber slowly glues itself together
again. Finally Mary breathes deeply and speaks. Her sweet voice is Sit...

soft
—but it creeps to the window, gains momentum and volume as it dashes
through the streets of Nazareth, booms out over the lands and seas, covering
the entire world; echoes and re-echoes down through the ages to the end of
time and back again: “Behold the handmaid of the Lord; be it done to me
according to thy word.”

The angel is gone, but Mary continues to kneel there, motionless, save for
the pearls that slide from her cheeks and fall to the rough-hewn floor. An ox-

cart clatters past her window; a lazy sunbeam enters and stretches out on the
floor, ushering in the chatter of birds and voices in the market place.

“— and the word was made flesh, and dwelt amongst us.”
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The Liberal Arts College
by William Johnson

@ In an article in the Saturday
Review for May 9, 1952, the presiident of Yale University, Whitney
Griswold finds that the liberal arts
are threatened with extinction.
“Everywhere in Britain and in
Europe as well as in the United
States the liberal arts are in retreat
before the sciences and vocational
studies of sorts.” Some of the
causes that are dislodging the liberal arts from their place in the
educational world are according to
President Griswold, “economic necessity which drives young people
into vocational schools, the general
ascendancy of the sciences, and

the carpediemism resulting from
the cold war.” He says that conditions are worse in Germany and
in France.
The same condition exists in the
United States. This decline has
continued over a period of seventyfive years. World War I quickened
the decline and today the liberal
arts colleges are escalators that

carry the intelligent students into
the professional schools, or they

are pleasant antechambers where
the less gifted pass the time till
they are whisked into the throes of

pronouncements taught that culture. Medieval culture was consid-

erably a classical civilization, not
only because the learned spoke the
classical Greek and Latin, but also

because its philosophy bore the influences of Plato and Aristotle and
its literature echoed the thoughts
and ways of Homer andVirgil.

Specifically the riches of the
Greek and Roman minds were the

profundity and clarity of

the

Greek intellect, the intransigence

and the passion of the Greek imagination, and the rage for order of
the Roman mind. These great and
permanent gifts of the Ancients
were in the course of the centuries

to be added to that supernatural
destiny which
leaven.

is

the

Christian

The great disaster of Western
man lies in his failure to contrive,
after such remarkable beginnings
in the medieval universities, the fu-

sion into a completely satisfying
harmony the pagan elements of
Greece and Rome and the Christian elements of Ambrose and Augustine. The man of the twentieth century lives in an age which
is abandoning contact with the

makinga living.

past. We have many modern half-

Medieval universities like Cambridge, Oxford, Bologna and Paris

men. These new barbarians, these
modern half-men, are equipped
with technical and scientific skills
that are deadly, such as the jet
and atomic armament. They hate
our culture because it bears unmistakenly the sign of the spirit, which
is cpposed to their own diabolism.

that stressed the liberal arts, played a decisive role in Western civilization. These universities rescued
the learning of the past and circu-

lated it in Western Europe, they
aroused medieval nations from the
coma of the past, they shaped the
course of medieval thought and
they laid the foundations for modern learning.

a sense of morality in politics and

business . . . these things testify to
deterioration of morals in society.
The strange
the time when
selves to save
find it difficult

the

paradox is that at
we are arming ourour civilization we
to get a hearing ior

supra-material values

that

point a meaning to that civilization.
Billions must be spent for hydrogen
and atomic weapons, but money
for endowing a lectureship that

will deal with immaterial weapons

is not so lavishly forthcoming.

The tradition of liberal education can do much to save our Westem civilization, and the Catholic

college can and should play an important role in this saving process.

And why this role of the Catholic college. The state-supported
universities and the highly endowed private universities keep their

ears attuned to popular wants, and

accordingly they must produce

tangible results, which flow from
the research in the phenomenal

rather than the noumenal (thing in
itself) world. Consequently studies

like history, philosophy and literature may be overshadowed _because tangible results will be seen
much sooner in the world of the
sciences than in the world of philosophy or history.
In the face of this problem Cath-

olic education has some resources,
perhaps meager, but not to be neg-

half-men of technologies and sciences and the half-men of business

fast vanishing, a language training

while the second group are more

culture and they incorporated these

numerous, more socially and eco-

riches into their theology and phil-

nomically influential and do much
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ple measure success by coarsely
materialistic values, they have lost

There are half-men in our American system of education today, the

The great minds of the early
Church, like Ambrose Augustine,
Jerome and Chrysostom, imbided
the riches of the Greek and Roman

osophy. Their doctrinal and pulpit

men divorce scientific genius from
the higher humanistic values. Peo-

and professions. The first group
carry much weight because of the
advance of the physical sciences,

to mold public opinion. These half-

lected. We still have, though it is
in our secondary schools, a train-

ing important in the making of
the scholar. In the college we have

much of the humanistic training,
which means the study of man in
literature, history and philosophy.

(Turn to Page 22)
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Little Buckaroo
by Joseph B. Bronder
@ It’s after four-thirty; time to

She led me to my room. Every-

close shop for today,” said Mrs.
Morely from the screen door on

thing was out of place: my soldiers
and airplanes were on the shelf, my
clothes were in the closet, my guns

the back porch.
“Well, Harry; I'll see you tomorrow.”
“So-long, Jim,” he said, as I
walked toward the shed where I
adjusted my saddle bag and
mounted up for the long trip home.
The afternoon was hot and dry
as I traveled through Yellow Gorge

—just about as hot and dry as it
gets anywhere except maybe in
Death Valley — and I had to stop
for a drink of water about half

way. I pulled behind a rock so
that no one would see me and plan
an ambush. Our barn and windmill were welcome sights as I
rounded the final turn and headed
down the lane.
As the gate of the corral was
open, I rode straight in and dismounted. I picked up my saddle

bag, closed the gate, and headed
toward the back door.
“Take your bike out of the garden and put it away in the garage.”

I froze in my tracks and looked
up at the kitchen window. “O.K.,
Mom.”
“And leave that dirty, old leather
bag in the garage!”

Fear and worry crept into my
heart as I turned and began to

walk back toward the gate. Mother
doesn’t usually notice what I bring
into the house. And then I remembered. Aunt Mary was visiting

us at the end of the week and that
meant only one thing: Mom had
cleaned the house, and with it, my
room.
She was waiting for me when I

opened the door.
“Come upstairs with me, I want

to show you something.”
Page 4

hung on the wall, and all of my

After supper I went to my room
to think it over. There were two
alternatives: destroy it or give it
to a loyal friend. Destroying it
seemed out of the question. After

comic books were stocked in a box.

all, it was valuable, the only one

“Jimmy, youre nine years old

in town, maybe the only one in
the whole state. My one loyal

now. You are big enough and man
enough to start learning to do un-

pleasant tasks. I want you to throw
that think out.” She pointed to the

object on my desk. It was my most
valuable possession, the only one
of its kind in town.
“But, Mom —” I swallowed hard
and gave hera big, sorrowful wideeyed look.
“No ‘buts’ about it. I'll give you
until tomorrow noon to remove it
from the house. I would do it myself if I could bear to touch it.”

“O.K., Mom.”
“And don’t go to your Dad and

ask him if you can keep it. He
didn’t want you to buy it in the
first place.”

“O.K., Mom.”
“You can destroy it or give it
away, but don’t trade it. Everything you trade seems to end up
back here sooner or later.”
“O.K., Mom.”
It was uncanny the way she was
telling me not to do those things

as fast as I was thinking of them.

friend was Harry.

“Would he

appreciate such a gift?” I asked
myself. Even if he did, how could
I ever stand to see him wearing it
or showing it to his friends?

But that would have beenaselfish way to act, and I shouldn't act
selfishly since I was nearly a man.
Hopalong Cassidy and Gene Autry
weren't selfish when they were
rounding up crooks and Indians. So
I made the decision to give it to
Harry.
It was eight o'clock when Mom
woke me up the next morning. I
looked at the desk and then at the
mirror. “I'll wear it over to Harry’s” I said to myself. I put it on
and went down to breakfast.

“Good morning, son. Hats off in
the house—and don’t lay it on
the table.” She smiled then and
kissed me on the forehead.

“Hey, Jimmy,” yelled Freddy
from the back porch.
Mom had just gone out the back
door on her way to the garden and
had told him to go ahead inside.
“Hi, Fred.
.

Ill be ready in a

”»

She must have been reading my

minute.

mind. There was nothing to do but
resign myself to the fact that I'd
have to part with “it.”

“I was talking to Tom and he’s
going to be at Harry’s.”

Supper didn’t taste very good
that evening. Mom had cleaned

along Cassidy's mother ever kiss
him on the forehead?”

my room before and had thrown
things out, too, but never anything

so valuable. And worse yet, I had
to dispose of it myself. But I
could take it; after all, I was nearly
a man.

“He is? .. . Say, Fred, does Hop-

“Oh, I guess so. There’s just
some things you have to put up

with.”
When I had finished, I went up-

stairs for a minute, picked up my
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gun and holster, and checked my

hat in the mirror. I looked mighty
tough in that hat. Sort of handsome, too! I looked in the mirror
for the last time and then turned
and left the room.
We waved good-bye to Mother
as we passed the garden on the
way to the garage.
“Be home by noon, Jimmy, so
that we can eat on time,” she said.
“O.K., Mom,” I answered, as I
went into the garage. Fred stayed
outside, and it was just as well,
because I didn’t want anyone to
see me when I placed a packet of

money in the saddle bags. Harry

went home when we ignored their
gunfire and tried to scalp them in
spite of their weapons.
Shortly after that Fred and Tom
went across the road and into the
woods. Since they took some extra

guns with them, I knew they were
planning something.
“Let's go over by the garage
where it’s shady,” said Harry.
It was a relief to get away from
the sun which was getting high in
the sky by now. We sat down and
looked across the fields toward

town, which lay beyond some pasture and a wooded gully.

had asked me to bring some payroll money with me, and I had
borrowed a few “grand” from an

pal, pointing his gun at me.
“Get some rope from the garage,
Fred,” ordered Tom. “Ill hold
him.”
“Tie him up, and then welll get

the payroll money,” said Harry,
still pointing the gun at me.
I stopped struggling and began

to think. So that was it. They were
hijacking the payroll in my saddlebags.

Fred returned with a heavy piece
of rope, and they bound me hand
and foot.

“Hey! Give that back.” I twisted
and turned as Tom took my prize
cap.
“You're in no position to argue.”
sneared Tom.

old Monopoly game, which had
been discarded in a cupboard in
the garage. In a few minutes we
were on our way.

“Let’s finish him off now. We
don’t want any witnesses that can

Tom had come early and was
talking to Harry when we arrived.
It looked suspicious, as if they were
cooking up something, since they
were sort of huddled together. It
wasn't until later that I realized the
significance of their meeting.

ed away and drew his .45.
“Wait a minute; let’s see if the
money is there first,” said Harry.
We'll never get it if he isn’t alive
to tell us where it is.”

We played cowboys and Indians
the first hour or so. Harry and I

you said he would bring it in the
saddlebag.

identify us,” Fred said, as he back-

“He wouldn't tell us anyway;
let’s finish him off now. Besides,

were two noble Indian chiefs, and
Tom and Fred tried to kill us off.

Illustration by Dottie Foley

After everyone had been shot a

few times, we noticed a couple of
figures walking down the road. It
was Sue and Nell Baxter, Fred’s
sisters.

“Go home! We don’t want any
sissy girls around here,” shouted
Tom as they started to cross the
lawn.
“Wait a minute, Tom,” whispered Harry. “They could be white
women and we could scalp them.”

“Did you see that western movie
in town last Saturday?” He seemed
to have a false air of enthusiasm
which aroused my suspicions. He
appeared to be waiting for some-

With a couple of loud yells, Fred

was wearing my hat now, and Har-

came around one side of the gar-

age and Tom, the other. They
pinned my arms behind my back

The girls didn’t like being scalped and threatened to go home, but
we induced them to stay a while

something.”

when we shot them. They finally
March, 1955

I was still conscious and watched

toward my “horse.” I could see

before I knew what had happened.

That turned out to be a mistake
because they wouldn't fall down

“Now, let’s get that payroll.”

thing to happen.
And suddenly something did
happen!

“Say, that’s a swell idea,” said
Fred. “Then we could all be Indians.”

by giving each of them a gun.

“Pow! Pow!” Fred fired and two
slugs went crashing into my chest.
J moaned and rolled over on my
side.

“Hey, what is this, what are you

guys trying to pullP—Harry, do
“Save your breath, Jim; Harry
is on our side.”

I looked at Harry and it was
true.

He had drawn his “six” gun

and was pointing it at me — my

them out of half-open eyes walk
them look back at me and make

remarks about sissy lawmen. Fred
ry pointed to it several times and
laughed.
A fine friend he turned out to be.

He didn’t deserve my genuine
coon tail hat from Ontario. The
only thing he deserved was a hangman’s noose and a plot on boot
hill.

“Here it is,” yelled Fred.
They

exchanged a few more

(Turn to Page 22)
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False Witnesses

reputation to clear McCarthy, how-

ever.

Stewart Alsop states that “legal
lying” has been tolerated by all
three branches of government. He
is just trying to excite fear. I defy
him to produce an example.

by Ray Wack

@ Harvey Matusow, ex-Communist witness before courts and
investigating committees, both
state and federal, announced re-

cently that he had deliberately
given false testimony and had per-

jured himself in the Lattimore trial
and elsewhere. His sole motive was
to be placed “in the role of expert
of experts. I had reached the top
of the ladder,” said Mr. Matusow.
Assuming this present attitude is
truthful, we may accept his motive
as accurately stated. An anti-Communist witness leads a life of fear
and distrust, harassed and slander-

ed by left-wingers

and dupes,

doubted and suspected by those
who would use his testimony.
Some, like Louis Budenz and Whittaker Chambers, establish honor-

able and_ illustrious reputations
from the pain of their reparations;
others, like Herbert Philbrick, can
profit commercially from their experiences, especially if they were
never involved deeply in espionage. Most of the ex-Communists,
however, are to be pitied, for theirs
is a thankless and desolate life.

Therefore, by the process of
elimination, I believe Matusow’s
statement of his motives. He could
have made little money, received

no comfort unless morally, enjoyed
no public esteem, and derived no
reward except his inner sense of
superiority.

As a matter of fact, the testimony

which Matusow now says is false
is curiously unimportant, being of
matters already attested to by many
others. The most striking result of
Matusow’s book, False Witness,
will be its propaganda value to
Owen Lattimore and the Communists. A new barrage against the
man regarded by the Reds as their
main enemy, Senator McCarthy,
will be launched.

that is a naive statement based on
the assumption that he was paid
something for his testimony. As a
matter of fact, he was — about seven dollars a day, with work rather
unsteady.
As much as I deplore Matusow’s
recantation, knowing what fuel it
will add to a confused and bitter
controversy, I think the additional
falsehoods immediately fathered
by the story are more lamentable.
Stewart Alsop, in his first column
on the case, starts off with the “le-

gal lying” error, inexcusable for
one of his education. He goes on
to call Matusow a McCarthy “aid,”
which is true only in the sense that
Matusow was a witness before the
McCarthy committee. In this sense

he was also a Justice Department
aid, an aid to Representative Walter and others, and is now a Lattimore “aid.”
In his forthcoming book, Matusow mixes up his contradictories
and contraries. He evidently be-

lieves that because he swore falsely
that he knew Lattimore’s books on
Asia to be official Communist
guides, the books were actually innocent. In reality, there are many
other expert witnesses whose testi-

mony to the same effect must be
explained away. This is an example
of what Matusow has said to date.

proof. It was never safe against
perjury charges.
The conferences with McCarthy
during which Matusow and the
senator decided on his testimony

were probably executive commit-

tee sessions. Most Congressional
committees, and McCarthy’s espe-

cially, always hear witnesses in secret or executive sessions in order
to check their stories, confirm
sources, documentation and refer-

ences, and decide whether a public
hearing is needful and desirable.
If a public hearing is decided upon,
the witness is called back and reeats his sworn testimony before
newsmen. This protects the wit-

ness, those accused and the public
from ill-founded, unprovable, or
unnecessary allegations and it obviously protects the senator from
the damage a true case of false
testimony would do to him. If anyone ever succeeds in proving that
Senator McCarthy knowingly injured an innocent person, the sen-

ator would probably be expelled
from the Senate.
Matusow’s book is being published by a left-wing firm, an indication that the author has either
rejoined the party or is willing to
work with them. Perhaps this case

The allegations against Senator
McCarthy are, surprisingly for

will move so fast that my remarks

some, very much out of character

pears that Matusow’s claims con-

for the

senator.

The

Wisconsin

senator is regarded by his enemies

as very shrewd in never having had

are behind the events, but it ap-

tain within themselves hints of their
future discrediting.

a derogatory charge definitely
charged to him and by others as
being sincere in working for ethical
government. If Senator McCarthy

Basically, it will make little difference. The surprising thing about
the ex-Communists is the small
number who break down under

conspired with an ex-Communist
to arrange perjury, he either changed his personality radically (friend-

the tremendous pressure brought to

As to Matusow or anyone else

ly version) or erred to an unbelievable extent (unfriendly ver-

making “legal lying” a business,

sion). It'll take more than personal
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Mr. Alsop states that Matusow’s

testimony was privileged and libel-

bear on them. They are men and
women to be admired and pitied,
for in their darkest hours no one

can offer them trust and confidence
and most offer abuse.
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Fisherman are Energetic

even tried wearing a new fishing
cap —still no bass.

by James Cosgrove

@ To the ordinary “landlubber”
the sport of fishing means little
more than the relaxing summer
pastime represented on any number of advertising calendars. A
drowsy barefoot lad, with straw
hat pulled over his eyes, is reclining under a shade tree. He waits
for the string tied to his big toe to
tell him that his little red bobbin
has disappeared under the glassy
surface of a pond
—this is fishing.
Truly, this traditional print does
offer some idea of the piscatory art

but it by no means tells the whole
story. No one who has ever gone

fishing can possibly deny that it
often has its relaxing aspects. Lest
anyone think, however, that sport

fishing is merely a pastime for loafers, a convenient diversion for Rip

My dad had always been interested to some degree in fishing.
Until about five years before this
trip to Cape Cod, however, his interest was hardly more intense than
that of the boy with spring fever
mentioned previously. He had been
gradually moved to a more active
participation in the pastime by his
conversations with “old salts” along
Long Island Sound and the Great
South Bay where our family often
spent his “two weeks with pay.” As

years passed he had acquired bigger and better

rods,

reels

and

tackle. His fishing trips had grown
more frequent, and fishing had fi-

nally become his sole hobby. After
the fluke and flounder of Long Island had lost their attraction for
him, he resolved to seek more im-

Van Winkles without rifles, I will
endeavor, by telling something
about a surf fisherman I know, to
illustrate an argument to the contrary.

Not too many years ago, just
after I had finished the seventh
grade of grammar schood, our fam-

ily decided to spend two weeks of
the summer in Cape Cod, Massachusetts. This decision was very
agreeable to all, and for weeks we
looked forward anxiously to our

proposed vacation.
When the time for leaving finally
came, we packed up our belong-

Illustration by Elizabeth DeCurtins
pressive marine game

elsewhere.

ings, hopped into the family car,

Having heard that
fifty-pound
striped bass were common catches

and with suitcases on the seats for
traveling companions, journeyed

Cape to the family as a vacation

the two hundred eighty miles from
our home in Queens, New York, to
North Truro, on the Cape.

off Cape Cod, he had proposed the
spot, and there we were.

The day after we arrived, there-

My mom, my younger brother,

fore dad packed up all his apparatus and headed for the surf in

and I envisioned the next two
weeks as weeks of rest, relaxation
and fun. My dad, of course, looked
forward to all these but he also had
a slightly more serious purpose for

quest of “stripers.” He returned to
the cottage that day sun-burmed
and exhausted, and without fish.
Nevertheless, day after day of fishing followed. He tried different

being at New England’s vacationland. He wanted to landa striped

fishing spots along the ocean. He

bass.

heavier sinkers and a new reel. He
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bought

better

line,

better

bait,

When he was not out casting
into the surf or bettering his casting form by practicing along the
beach in front of the cottage, he
would be telling us stories of “the
one a man right next to me caught”
or “the one I just missed.” Soon he
began consulting tide tables and
records of fish-feeding habits so
that he would be assured of the
most favorable conditions before
he embarked on an_ expedition.
“That fish,” as he was wont to call
it, seemed to have completely absorbed his attention.
As a result of all his studies he
became convinced that the most
favorable time to catch bass was
from ten in the evening to three in
the morning. Naturally, therefore,
with a fisherman’s logic, he resorted to night fishing. Toward the

end of our stay at Cape CodI discovered just what this was like.
As a rule, my dad’s fishing had
had little effect on me. However,
his enthusiasm for striped bass gave
birth in me to a sudden great desire to go fishing, especially at
night. My parents at first wouldn't
hear of it, but after I skillfully advised my mom of “how lonely dad
must be all by himself,” I was finally allowed to go.
The memory of this trip is what
makes me smile at the artist’s conception of fishing. That night we
drove our car as far as the Coast
Guard station at the end of Cape
Cod, Provincetown, Massachusetts.
From there we descended the sand
dunes and walked four long miles
through more sand to Race Point,

the very tip of the Cape. When we
finally got there, I sensed that we
had forgotten something. When I

asked my dad what it might be, he
replied that he had everything that
he ever used when he wentfishing.
Later on when the breeze began
to blow off the ocean, I realized

that it was apt to be cold that night
and we had no fire or blankets.

Then my stomach began to growl
and I began to doubt that I could

(Turn to Page 23)
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U. of D. and Educational T. V.
by Ed Flynn

@ At least the members of the

YY

Dayton Educational Television
Foundation think that it’s the best
method to present educational television for the present time. And

they've been doing it for the past
year now.
The whole thing really started
two years ago when State Senator
Theodore Gray asked the various
educational units in Montgomery

County,

Ohio, what they were

planning to do with the Channel
16 allocation made to education in
Dayton. Although there had been
some preliminary discussions between the University of Dayton

meeting on the average of once a
week to get their incorporation

papers prepared and to settle the
course of the Foundation.

This was then late fall and some
nine months had passed by. Finally, within a month, the committee
formally organized themselves, set
up a budget, raised the money
from among themselves, and set to
work.
Six groups became the founding
members of what they called the
“Dayton Educational Television
Foundation” unincorporated.
The Dayton Board of Education

and the Dayton Board of Educa-

appropriated $2,500 to hire the

tion, nothing had been done about
the allocation.

professional talents of a consultant
in educational television programming — the Foundation. The University of Dayton gave $2,500; Sinclair College gave $500; the Dayton parochial schools gave $500,

At a luncheon meeting, called at
the request of Sen. Gray, the educational agencies decided to form a
“study committee” to look further
into the possibilities of educational
television for this area.
For more than six months this
committee had periodic meetings
looking into the matters of organization, finance, programming and

equipment.
Independent local surveys soon
showed the members of the committee that it would cost at least

$100,000 and probably closer to
$250,000 to capitalize the project
even with the offer of one local
station for use of their tower.
_ And the operating expenses, bas-

ed on a 20-hour program week the
year round, looked like another
$100,000 minimum and $250,000
reality. Plenty of program ideas
turned up. Enough, in fact to keep

the committee going almost indefinitely.
So the financial picture became

the stumbling block. No individual
institution or unit could raise that
kind of money.
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and two local county exempted
school

districts,

West

Carrollton

Oakwood

and

appointed

the

Foundation as consultant at $500
a piece.

The Foundation was in business.
Most of the Foundation’s money
was appropriated for an executive

producer and director. A staff man

was appointed to the position and
began to plan and produce programs from ideas within the Foundation’s files.
The first program was a fifteenminute once-a-week production,
“Mr. Fixit,” using local industrial
arts instructors in skits built around
doing things for yourself around
the house.
A second show was “Where Do

When station WIFE suspended

operations in mid-March, it was
time for the Foundation to take
stock of itself.
The producer left the Foundation at this time and was replaced

by a faculty member of the University of Dayton speech department, Mr. George Biersack, who
has been handling the assignment
ever since.
In working with Mr. Biersack,
committee members have given of
their time and talents without stint.

In making public service time
available to the Foundation they
have given sustenance to what was

once just a nice idea and is now
a working reality.
The Foundation finally incorpor-

ated in April, 1954, for the purpose
of “serving the educational needs
of the area through radio-television
programming; for the advancement
of educational needs and to furnish a non-profit, educational television broadcast service.”
The members of the Board,
James F. Clarke, representing the
University of Dayton, chairman of
the board; James Harris, representing the Dayton Board of Education, secretary-treasurer; Delbert

Woodford, representing the Oakwood schools, vice-chairman; C. C.

Bussey, representing Sinclair College; Father Edward Connaughton,
representing the parochial schools;
and Walter Shade, of the West
Carrollton schools; all feel that they

ute Friday evening show, and was

have achieved something worthwhile and are sure they are on the

designed to continue the work of

right track.

We Go From Here,” a thirty-min-

the annual career days.

We think so, too, and we wish

During this time the members of

the

organizing

committee

were

them all the success in the world

in their project.
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In Loving Memory
by the Faculty Adviser

@ On Friday night, February
18, while some of the students and
faculty were listening to the broadcast of the Dayton-Cincinnati game
and others were seeing the game in
Cincinnati, the angel of death
dropped in at St. Elizabeth Hos-

pital and took the soul of Father
Florian Enders to another world.
He had been in the hospital since

Sunday night, February 13. He
was buried from the University

chapel on Washington’s birthday
with the Very Rev. Provincial of
the Cincinnati Province ef the So-

ciety of Mary, Father John A. EI-

bert, saying the mass, assisted by
Fathers Andrew Seebold
and

Henry Kobe, president and vicepresident of the University. The

the book inside and outside. He
seemed to know the textpractically
by heart and he could tell you without hesitation where to find something in a book. He was the best
philosophy teacher I ever had. The
examples he used were so modern
and so close to home that you just
had to understand and with his

sense of humor the philosophy

same Society of Mary that St. John
Mary Vianney, the Cure of Ars,
exclaimed, “What a beautiful society. It will last till the end of
time and those who die in that
Society will go to heaven.” What a

wonderful vocation, to be totally

consecrated to Mary and to work
for her. O that a number of our

young men here at the University

classes were a real pleasure.” This
is quite a tribute. The role of the
teacher is to teach, to get his
material from his mind into that of
the students, and according to this
standard Father Enders was a most

there are the Daughters of Mary,

successful pedagogue. His passing

interested. )

is a tremendous loss to the department of philosophy.

sermon was preached by Father
Charles Collins, the dean of admissions. He was laid to rest in the

would follow in the footsteps of

Father Enders. (For the coeds
founded by Father Chaminade,
with a place in Somerset, Texas.
Ask Father Leimkuhler, if you are
Concerning the Marianists’ dedication of their lives to the Blessed
Mother Father Chaminade wrote
some very remarkable words:
“What I consider distinctive in the

Society of Mary and what appears

small cemetery on the campus
close to the statue of Our Lady of
the Pines where the Marianists
who died since the foundation of
the province over a hundred years
ago are all awaiting the resurrection at the end of the world.

to me without precedent among
known institutions, is that we embrace the religious state itself in

Father Enders was born in Hamilton, Ohio in 1906. He made his
first profession in 1925 and after

was in one of the parishes saying

his graduation from the University
of Dayton he taught at Cathedral
Latin school in Cleveland till he
was sent to the International Sem-

inary of the Society of Mary at
Fribourg in Switzerland. In 1937
he was ordained and on his return

to the States he taught philosophy
at Trinity College in Sioux City,
Iowa. In 1941 he joined the faculty

of the University of Dayton and
taught in the department of philosophy till the time of his death.

Mary’s name and in her honor.”

Father Enders loved the work of

the priesthood. Every Sunday he

As a Marianist he belonged to a
religious society that devotes itself
to the cause of saving souls through
education and the works of the

sacred ministry, under the auspices

of the Mother of God. Marianist
religious in addition to the three
usual vows of religious life, pover-

ty, chastity and obedience, make
a fourth vow, stability, by which
they in the words of Constitutions
of the Society of Mary “intend to
constitute themselves permanently
and irrevocably in the state of a
servant of Mary, of her to whom

mass, preaching and giving the
Bread of Life to the faithful. One

student who had heard him over
a period of a half a dozen or more
years preach on Sundays in one of

the Dayton churches remarked
about the good sermons that he
gave. One phase of the apostolic
work that appealed to him strongly
was instructing converts. Because

of the geniality of his disposition
people were attracted to him and
thus it was that many came to him
to receive information about the

truths of eternal life.
In his sermon at the funeral mass
Father Collins dwelt at some
length on the charity of Father
Enders. Perhaps his favorite act of

He was a good teacher. With his
keen mind and his unusual ability

the Society is especially dedicated.

as philosophy clearly his classes

This vow is, in reality, a consecration to the Blessed Virgin, with the

were much sought after. As one of

pious design of making her known

kindness was visiting the sick in

his students put it, “as a teacher he

and of perpetuating love and devotion to her.” It was about this

(Turn to Page 23)

to present such an abstract subject

was terrific. He just about knew
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the hospitals.

Only God knows
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The Little Men

I get everything ready in less than
three days?”
“Now, Miss Molly,” Mr. Dugan’s

tone was apologetic. “We've tried

by Peggy Haley

to call you, but you've been busy

helping Maggie O’Brien. I know
@ Though the calendar announced that spring would not

come officially for over a week yet,
the sun was doing its best to make
the day seem like May. The more
cautious souls were still wearing

their winter coats (“just in case it
might turn cold,” they would de-

cide at the last minute.) But most

of the people, eager to welcome
spring after the long winter had
unearthed jackets and spring coats.
The office girls on the busses
chatted eagerly about the conditions of their spring wardrobes and
that “maybe we could go to Florida this vacation.” Men on their
way to work decided to stop atthe
garden store on the way home
and look around and wondered if
it were too early to begin putting
up the screens.
When the school children came
at eight, the sun had hada fair
start and more than one mother
had to call reminders of forgotten

lunches, books, skates and even
hats and coats. The_ teachers,
though welcoming spring as eagerly as anyone, wondered desperately how they could keep their small
charges busy and content on such
a lovely day.
Miss Molly Malone was probably the only person in all of Dale
City who was not welcoming this
preview of spring. It was not that
Miss Molly anticipated spring less
eagerly than did the other citizens.

But spring was still a week away
and St. Patrick’s day was only three
days away. And because Miss Molly knew what only a few other

Dale City residents knew, she was

too worried to welcome spring
properly.
It was Maggie’s boy taking sick
when he did that caused the whole
thing. Miss Molly couldn't say no
when Maggie called and asked her

to help out.
She had gone for only a “few
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days” but the days had turned into
weeks and Timmy had been up
and around before Maggie had felt

she could do without Miss Molly’s

help.
Miss Molly had hardly got set-

tled at home again when the mayor
called. She received his call with
the proper degree of respect, of

course. After all, the mayor was
a busy man. She was honored that
he would take time to call her.
Still she couldn’t help wishing just
a little that he had bestowed this
“great honor” on someone else.
“Miss Molly,” the mayor had

boomed (boomed was the only
word that described the way the

mayor spoke
). “Miss Molly, I have
the privilege of bestowing a great
honor upon you. The Town Council has voted to put you in charge
of this year’s St. Patrick’s celebration.”
Miss Molly wasn’t sure what she
should say. It must be an honor

or the mayor wouldn't say so, but
still —
“That’s wonderful,” she said a
little hesitantly. “Thank you, Mr.
Dugan. But I don't exactly think

I'm the person for the job.”
“Why, Molly Malone!” she could

hear the astonishment in the mayors voice. “You've lived in Dale
City as long as I have. You've seen
as many St. Patrick’s Day celebra-

tions.

Youve served on a good

many of the committees, too. What
do you mean, you don’t think you‘re the person for the job?”
“Well, I've never been in charge
of everything before!” Miss Molly
was indignant. Timothy Dugan
may have been the mayor, but he

couldn't talk to Molly Malone in
that tone of voice. After, all, she
could remember when he wore
knickers and never had his hair
combed. “And anyway, this is the

first of March already. How can

you can do a good job. And the
Town Council will give you all the

help you need. You just call on
any of them for anything you
want. Now, we're counting on you,
Molly.”

Well, what could she say? Someone had to take the job and Miss
Molly supposed it might just as
well be she. So she said yes and
began planning.
First she called the school and

the principal said, of course, they
could have the banquet there just
like they always had. Then she
called Mrs. Callahan who said, yes,
she’d be glad to take charge of
the banquet. In fact, she’d already
begun preparations, because she
figured someone would be calling
her. She hoped Miss Molly didn’t
mind.
Miss Molly certainly didn't
mind. She could have hugged Mrs.
Callahan and she told her so. “It
certainly takes a worry off my
mind to know that banquet is in
safe hands,” she said.
The O’Malley twins promised to
do some of their Irish dances and
Pat O'Riley and Mike O’Shea said
they would do the Irish skit that
was their specialty. All in all, plans
for the celebration were going
quite well and Miss Molly was
very pleased. That is, things were
going well until last night.
It was around six o'clock when
Mrs. Callahan called, “I won’t be
fixin’ the banquet.” You could almost feel the firmness in her words.
“I beg your pardon.” Miss Molly
wasn’t sure she had heard right.
“I won't be fixin’ the banquet.”
Mrs. Callahan spoke patiently and
clearly as if to a child. “This

evenin’ I went to the refrigerator
to get some milk for some bread.

I was goin’ to mix it and let it set
tonight and then bake it in the

(Turn to Page 20)
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Giant’s Delirium

so many, and so often! A very
ne
and different life indeed! Ca
e

When bastketball practice start-

by Jim Booth

@ Buck Belvo was now in the

middle of his junior year at Bartell
University. However, he had never
kept track of his status in scholastic
terms, rather in comparison as to

how much basketball eligibility re-

mained. He had always loved the
game which his Dad introduced to

him before those first years of
elementary school, but he had
never enjoyed the inevitable pub-

an outstanding basketball player of
tremendous size.
His high school coaches had
rightly predicted Buck’s athletic

supremacy in the days when no
less than two hundred and fiftyeight colleges were trying to outbid and out-squabble everyone else
for the best collegiate prospect in
years.

licity, which came nearly every day

ed Buck began to feel at home.
He
was more at his ease on the
court,
than squirming in a lecture
hall
seat. He did very well his fres
hman year, and, even though fres
hmen could not participate in varsity athletics, his coaches knew and

he hoped that next year he would
be among the first five.

Naturally, he was _pivotman;
partly because of his size, but
mostly due to his deadly hook shots
and ball-handling abilities.

Buck

was equally adept from the foul

line. Once in practice he made
nintey-six of a hundred foul shots,
and it became a delightful toy for

now, because it brought him ever
more into the public eye.

the local sports writers. They soon

Strange it may seem that a man,

began calling him “Buckets,” and
with the wear of time it shortened

California to New York had hailed

as All-American, should shy from
public appraisal, though Buck was
always conscious of his mammoth

to “Buck.”

Sophomore year, too, had been a

two hundred thirty-five pound, sev-

full and prosperous one for Buck.

en foot-two inch frame. He compared his press notices to the great

He and his roommate, Jim Pulumbo, whom Buck believed to be the
best forward he had ever seen,
won starting positions, and their

pictures hung on the marquees of
“freak”

shows,

advertising

their

grotesque tricks of Mother Nature.
“Why did I have to get this big?”
he thought, as he had often done
since he passed the giant mark in

junior year of high school.
He knew his great stature had
enabled him to get the shining
spotlight from the basketball world,
which, he also knew, was a necessary prerequisite for the many professional offers which were even
now pouring in. His big dream,
the one which made very happy

thers enabled Bartell to finish the
season with a sparkling record.
Sports writers and critics throughout the land had rated Bartell

bergasted sports writers, his par-

twenty-four and two record, but
then, too, Webster’s sensational
sophomore giant had figured heavily in B.U.’s success. Buck was named in many of the All-American
polls, and had been mentioned on
most of the bigger ones.

ents,

and

everyone

else except

Jeany, Buck's girl throughout high

school. Buck explained his decision rather simply by saying that
B.U. was near home, that they

were always rated in the top ten,

his existence, was to play profes-

and that their law school was very
good. He never mentioned the fact

sional basketball. He used to lie
in the dark of his room, even as a

that Jeany would be at Bartell,
although everyone knew it and

small boy, and restlessly day dream
of the time he, Buck Belvo, would

be a “pro.” But now that his ambition seemed about to be fullfilled
he would consider it a fair trade if
only he could be like most other
people, just an ordinary guy of
ordinary size.

But, as a matter of fact, he was

not. He was now and_ probably
would be, as far as he could see,
March, 1955

addition to Jack Webster’s Pan-

After listening to hundreds of
scouts expound the attributes of
their wondrous institutions, and
assurances of fair deals, Buck decided on B.U. His decision flab-

everyone had his own opinion.
College

was

strange

to

Buck

through that first semester, but

Jeany was there and they helped
each other get used to their very
different surroundings. Bored professors lectured for an hour three

times a week, and left most of the
work to the students’ discretion.
And then there were “quizzes,” as
the college preferred to call them,

fourth; partly because of their

Buck had mixed emotions over

his new prominence, but deep in
his heart he knew his lifetime ambition was becoming reality. As his
press notices got longer and more

ludicrous his contempt and fear of
publicity increased proportionately. He hated this tool he knew was
necessary for success, and day by
day one of the tallest men in college basketball felt smaller and
smaller as a shell of complex en-

crusted him.
(Turn to Page 23)
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Ppa
Edited by Irmi Rauch

WHAT GOD THOUGHT OF HER
How shall I praise you, Mary,
Who cannot see your face
Nor comprehend your glory
In the Divine embrace?
Your joys are inexplainable,
I fathom not your griefs;
There’s naught on earth to mirror
Or symbolize your peace.
I traced your footsteps to the cross
On which your Son was nailed;
I sought to know your sorrows
But imagination failed.
Your beauty hidden from me,
Your wealth of grace unnkown,
I only know your kindness in
The favors you have shown.
I only know your sufferings
In their excess of mine,
Your purity is witnessed by
Your place in God’s design.
If I must find a simile
Or speak in metaphor,
I'll take the best that earth can give
And say that you are more.
Must I express your greatness... ?
I only can refer
To your Divine Maternity:
“There’s what God thought of Her!’
—JOSEPH WESSLING.

gs
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PESO ANCESTRAL
You told me: my father wept not,
neither did Grandfather show grief;
in our lineage men have not cried,
they were hardy.
Thus you spoke while a tear brushing
your cheek fell upon my lips... ; more
bitterness I never tasted
from cup so small.
Frail, weak woman understands though.
Sadness of the ages I knew

when I drank that drop. Oh, my heart

can’t bear such weight!
A Spanish poem of Alfonsina Storni

translated by BERTELI SHATTOCK.
Page 12

THE CROWN
They looked aloft
and there they saw
The golden crown
upon His head.
It drew them upward
where, in awe,
They found a crown
of thorns instead.
—RALPH DELANRY.

°

e
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N. I. T. FEVER
Only a small tribute in advance
To those who can throw, shoot, and even dance
At the slightest clue from strong, silent Tom.
With such a combination of a team
And with the way it’s always on the beam
We’re sure to explode that final victory bomb.

THE SAD STORY OF MIKE McCARTHY
Now Mike McCarthy was a man
And this I’ll have you know;
At last, one day, his Uncle Sam
Said, “Mike, you’ve got to go.”
Then Mike rushed down to see his board,
Said he, “This cannot be.
I’ve far too much to do at home,
As you can plainly see.”
“Now, Mike, my boy,” his draft board said,
“You have no cause to worry;
Now hurry, boy, and pack your bags,
We’re in an awful hurry.”
Before Mike said another word
His draft board wished him well,
Then put him on a train to camp
To rest up for a spell.
So Mike is in the army now,
With helmet, gun, and pack;
He’ll drill all day from five to eight
To strengthen up his back.
And now young men who read this tale,

I pray that you give heed —
For you may go the same as Mike,
There’s still a pressing need.-

—JOHN E. KOEHLER.
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Brevities ~~ we
DEEP IN THE HEART
OF TEXAS
@ I had heard so much about
Texas that I finally decided to visit
our great sister republic to the
south and see its wonders for myself. I decided to travel light—a

spare ten-gallon hat, two pairs of

enjoying my first visit to their great
republic. “No other planet has contributed as many notable figures to
history as Texas,” I enthusiastically
stated. “Sam Houston, Abraham
Lincoln, George Washington,

Queen Victoria, Charlemagne, the
Twelve Apostles .. .”

chaps, one for business, one for

“Excuse me, pardner,” interrupt-

formal evening wear, a lariot, and

ed a Texan, “only eight of the

Rhode Island which I took to check
on the claim by Texans that it
would fit two hundred and twenty
times into their magnificent, glorious state.

On a typical, sparkling Texas
morning I arrived in Houston. Two
glorious suns were shining, the reg-

ular one and the special Texas sun.

Above the hum of traffic rose the
very agreeable sound of gushing

oil from the nearby wells. The zing
of a rifle shot and the sight of a
fleeing cattle rustler told that Texas
still dispensed frontier justice.

this point the onery critter not only
insulted me but the state of Texas
as well. This was quite uncalled
for in my estimation so in order to

save the reputation of Texas, I shot
him.
A week passed and my visit to
the Lonesome Star state was draw-

ing to a close. I hadn’t seen all of
Texas. It would take another week

Twelve Apostles were from Texas.”

to do that. But I had completed

It will be many years before I

my research with Rhode Island. It
really does go two hundred and
twenty times into Texas. In fact I

forget my initial glimpse of Fort
Worth. As I neared the city, it
was enveloped in a shimmering,
iridescent, halo; crimsons, mauves,
lavenders, oranges, pinks, a thousand delicate hues blazing forth
from a veritable riot of colors. It
was the most breath-taking, gorgeous sunset I thought I had ever
seen. Later I found out it wasn’t
the sunset at all but the day’s
work of the great Fort Worth Cow-

boy Shirt Plant hung out to air.
Although my wonderful and certainly very memorable trip to the
largest state in the union was for

had Steel Mouth Monroe County
left over.
—RutH DEMPSEY.
e
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REAL HELP FOR
OUR NEIGHBORS
e The neighbors we're talking
about are our Latin American
friends. And the big news about
the economic aid they’re slated to
receive from the U.S. A. is that it

The chief city of Texas is Houston, although I hastily add that
Dallas, San Antonio, Galveston,
Waco, Fort Worth, Austin, and El
Paso are also chief cities. It is quite
possible that others might have

the greater part a most enjoyable

Positively no oldstyle giveaways or
patronizing charity handouts.

encounter, one lovely day was marred by a very enraging incident. I

ed by the International Advisory

shall relate this as briefly as pos-

Board, a group of thirteen out-

their pardon for not mentioning

sible to save the mighty Texans
any undue embarrassment.

standing United States business,

labor and farm experts. They were

At luncheon one day I began to
converse with a man seated near
me who introduced himself as a
Texan. As a matter of conversa-

commissioned by President Eisenhower to give him their best advice
on how we could help less fortunate countries around us boost their
standards of living.

sprung up since I left. If so, I beg

them. Houston is a rapidly expanding city. At last count ten
thousand persons were taking up
abode within its limits each day.
It might be interesting to mention
that five thousand of these are oil
millionaires.
I shall long remember the first
meal that was served to me. It consisted largely of steak. Steak is
the state flower of Texas.

This seemed an appropriate time

to tell my hosts how much I was
March, 1955

tion I told the person whata fine

won't cost us taxpayers a dime.

The idea for this one was hatch-

was one of complete indifference.
Needling him further I began to

Nelson Rockefeller was original
chairman of the outfit. Eric Johnston, a fast-moving economic
trouble-shooter, is the present head.

relate how the one and only state

The program’s formal kickoff will

of Texas had won all the wars for
the United States including the unforgetable Revolutionary War. At

take place in March. In essence,
the program will be beautifully
simple:

state I thought Texas was. Contrary to my expectations his answer
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Some two-hundred top Latin
American businessmen are being
invited to New Orleans to meet
about the same number of our financial and industrial spokesmen.
The Latins will show up with

lists of specific industrial developments their countries need, and
that they'd like to have considered
by American investors, contractors
and engineers. The Americans pres-

ganin’s stooges, excepting possibly
Red China, weren't too happy
about getting pushed into a shooting fray with the United States,
but wouldn’t mind collaborating
on some cold war, economic potshots at Uncle Sam.

The Reds may try. But, when it

ent will be there because they're

comes to making genuine friends in
Latin America, our bets will have
to be on our skilled United States
businessmen and technicians, rath-

topnotchers in such work.

er

The role of the U.S. Government will be kept at a minimum.
An American businessman may de-

than

on

any

Marxist

slave-

masters.

—Ep FLYNN.

cide to accept an invitation to look
over, say, a Brazilian gold mine

that cries for modern machinery,
or a Nicarauguan territory whose
agriculture would be “hypoed” tre-

mendously if it only had a good
fertilizer plant. In that case, United
States embassies and legations will

speed traveling services for the
American, feed him all the information he needs, and see that he
meets reputable Latin American

businessmen on the spot.
After that, he’s on his own. If
he decides that that cement factory or whatever can be built effi-

ciently with Latin labor and skills,
plus some United States blueprints
and/or United States capital, he'll
simply sign a contract with his
Spanish- or Portuguese-speaking

contemporaries. If the plant’s suc-

cessful, hell probably make some
profit. If not, that'll be his personal
tough luck.

On the other joyous hand, he'll
be down there strictly as an engineer or business man, with no professional do-gooders twittering in
his ear that he really ought to forget about that ugly old cement factory and start building our Latin
friends tutti-frutti plants, no matter whether they want tutti-frutti

IN A HUMOROUS VEIN
@ Is Friday the thirteenth un-—
lucky? Some people say “Yes,”
some say “No.” I for one do not
believe in this silly superstition. To
show my scorn for it, I discarded
all means of protection, such as,
not walking under ladders, keeping out of the path of black cats,
not tipping over salt shakers, and
refraining from kicking horseshoes
out of my path. Did anything happen? It sure did. The ladder fell

on me; the cat scratched me; the

salt ruined my dinner, and I’m still
limping from kicking the horseshoe.
I once knew a fellow who was so
afraid of Friday the thirteenth that

you don’t live in New York. So was
this fellow lucky or not?
To take another example. A
friend of mine was walking down
the street on Friday the thirteenth,
when he came upon a black cat.
He went around the block to avoid
the cat and walked into two hold-

up men. Byastreak of good fortune it happened that an Irish cop
had made the same detour to avoid

the same cat, and came upon the
trio. It was an unlucky day for the
hold-up men, especially because
they hadn’t seen the cat and weren't expecting trouble. Is Friday the
thirteenth lucky or not?
In America we consider a rabbit’s foot lucky. In India an ele-

phant’s hair is considered lucky.
This belief goes back three thousand years, to a maharaja of Magadha, before he lost all his jewels
and pearls and friends. Legend has
it that the maharaja was out hunting tigers. It must have been a
weekend trip, so possibly it was

Friday the thirteenth.

It seems

that he found, much to his dismay,
that he had become lost. He be-

came terrified because it was growing dark and the hungry tigers

would soon be out looking for
something to eat. It was all right
for the maharaja to hunt tigers, but
when the tigers started to hunt

the maharaja it was a different
story.

He began screaming for

in order to avoid a calamity he

help at the top of his lungs. All

stayed in bed. It so happened that
the lady upstairs had a black cat
which had disappeared. She went
out to look for it and left the water
running in the bathtub. It overflowed and caused the plaster to
fall down on the man lying in bed

was deathly still. He continued
his distress signals. When he had

below, who thought that he was

beast.
When a little peasant
emerged and asked, “What do you
want, sire?” the maharaja scream-

safe. Deciding that this was neither the time nor the place to get

just about given up hope there was

a movement in the tall grass be-

hind him. The maharaja watched
the moving grass, tensely waiting

to be pounced on by some wild

plastered, he got up and went to

ed for joy and answered, “This is

These realistic plans to help our
free-world friends by genuine busi-

work. Upon his arrival at the office
he was fired for coming late. It
seems a paradox, but this man does
not consider Friday the thirteenth

my lucky day. I’m lost out here
and would have perished if you
hadn't come along.”

ness cooperation rather than by

to be unlucky any more. He got

“muttonheaded,

pro-

a new job with a higher salary,

araja to his little shack and put

grams,” sound all the good to many

and the landlord replastered and

or not.

giveaway

Americans. This especially since

repainted his apartment.

rumors from a recent huddle in

think that it is easy to get a land-

Moscow were that Premier Bul-

lord to regarnish an apartment,
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If you

The little peasant took the mahthe ruler up for the night. As a
reward for having saved his life,

the maharaja gave the little peas(Turn to Page 23)
The Exponent

educators’ Vook - - Edited by Mary Ann Finn

@ In preparation for any given

profession the student is encouraged to consult current material and
periodicals that report trends and
new ideas pertinent to engineering,
business or teaching. This month
the “Educator’s Nook” wishes to review just a few articles of interest

found in the monthly issues of
Education Summary
Teacher's Letter.

and

The

Superintendent Clarence Hines,
of Oregon, ventured comment on
the fringe benefits often overlooked in the consideration of a teacher’s salary. His remarks, recorded
in The Teacher's Letter, stated that
the extra benefits that teachers en-

joy are the benefits that labor leaders strive to attain for their own

unions. The fringe benefits are not
set up to camouflage a low wage.
Administrators are aware of the
problem, but Mr. Hines wishes to
point out the valuable additions to
a teacher's salary.
The guaranteed annual wage is
assured by the contract between
the teacher and school board for
the duration of one year. Sick
leave plus Thanksgiving, Christmas, and spring vacations generally are included in the salary. The
other benefits listed are the retirement plan, progressive pay in-

which a price tag cannot be attached. Among these may be included

status in the community, satisfaction of service to children and to

society, pleasant work in pleasant
surroundings, healthful working
conditions, reasonable hours, and

opportunity for self improvement.”
®

*

sal, close the classroom door, take

off my shoes and then scream.”
4. They can accept temporary
frustration for future gains. She
quipped with a wry smile, “That
probably means that some day I
can trade in my out of tune classroom piano for an in tune harp.”

2

Dr. W. C. Menninger lists in the

Education Summary six criteria to
be met if teachers desire good mental health. The measures are recorded here along with random
recollections from an unidentified
“ole school marm.”

1. They are able to deal constructively with reality —even at
its worst. “That means you smile,
while offering absent-mindedly a
wet, sticky hand in greeting to the
school supervisor after a finger
painting session,” she uttered.
2. They find more satisfaction in
giving than receiving. “Oh, yes,”
she said, “I never will forget the
day one of my cherubs gave me a
nickle dill pickle which he carried
all the way to school in his tiny,
hot hand.”
3. They are relatively free from
symptoms produced by tensions

and anxiety. “How true!” she smiled; “After a particularly trying day

5. They are able to sublimate
their instinctive hostile feelings
into creative and constructive outlets. “Did I ever tell you about
the papier-mache fruit that attracted no one except the mice?” she
asked.
6. They can love.
“That is my only reason
teaching,” she replied.
=

*

for

t

The chief fault of progressive
education is that the child talks
rather than listens. C. Page Smith
came to the conclusion that “a true
education requires the capacity to
listen.” When one is always talking about “how things are” and
why and how they affect the individual one begins to stifle the
mental processes that produce
ideas from basic proven facts. Mr.
Smith concluded by saying that
the result is one of two extremes.

“By inviting every child to sit in

He concluded his statement with
the thought that the teaching profession offers more than money.
“Most of the fringe benefits mentioned above have a money value

judgment on the world the schools
have not created bold and independent minds but have produced,
on the one hand, the bright and
superficial and, on the other, the
passively receptive.” This excerpt
is taken from the article “The
Sins of Contemporary Education”

. . . Equally important, however,

which appears in the Educational

are some other fringe benefits to

Research Bulletin.

creases and sickness or accident
insurance.

March, 1955

I would always wait until dismis-
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ctrom the Cditor’s “Pen - - FATHER FLORIAN J. ENDERS (1906-1955)
© The recent unexpected death of Father Florian
Enders at a comparatively young age came as a great

shock to the University of Dayton faculty and student
body.

Father Enders joined the university teaching staft

in 1941 and he was quick to win the admiration of
the faculty and the U.D. students with whom he
associated.

This is attributable in part to his once warm,
inviting manner and pleasant personality and partly
to his ever-ready willingness to intelligently direct the
student seeking his counsel and valuable assistance.
For these qualities Father Enders shall long be held
in high esteem.
In Father, one found not only an extremely
congenial man, but one who by his very presence
contributed in a most constructive sense to the success

of any undertaking, be it religious, social or academic
in nature. He was an individual who repeatedly
gained the confidence and respect of those with
whom he dealt, both in the classroom and outside
the academic realm.
Last year when students invited Father Enders
to act as moderator of the University of Dayton
Cleveland Club, he accepted without hesitation. Not
only was this a position to which he was well-suited,
it was the type work he delighted in doing. It gave
him the opportunity to work more closely with a

portion of the student body he loved.
In this capacity Father demonstrated all the more

May his soul and the souls of all the faithful
departed, through the mercy of Almighty God rest
in peace.

AN OPEN INVITATION
@ The other day as we passed through the aracde
we overheard one U. D. student ask another to whom
he was conversing, “Are we allowed to attend the
student council meetings?”
We have no way of determining what kind of

answer you were given, pal, but the correct reply
should have been an emphatic “yes.”

And if you would like to know why you are
always most welcome at these meetings and why you
are being constantly urged to attend, read on.
Your University of Dayton student council, according to the constitution of that body, exists in
order to foster a closer relationship among all campus
organizations, to represent opinions and activities of

the student body, to promote a closer relationship
between the faculty and the student body of the

university and to establish and conduct relations with
organized student bodies or other colleges and universities.

The student council is composed of six seniors,
five juniors, four sophomores and three freshmen. Of
this number one woman must be elected from each
class.
Article VI of the council constitution states that

one of the duties and powers of the council shall be

his intense interest in the spiritual, academic and

to represent the interests of the student body as a

social development of the U. D. student.

whole to the University of Dayton authorities.

As a minister of Our Lord and Savior Jesus
love, sacrifice and devotion, a fact so very evident to
the U.D. student who knew him as a teacher, a
friend or a counselor.

What better source of information or what
better means can the student council at U. D. have
of learning the wishes and desires of the students
they represent, than the regular attendance at council
meetings of those same students?

Let us remember Father Enders in our prayers.
Let us likewise associate with his work on earth the

to make rules and regulations concerning dances,

words we read in the Prophecy of Daniel . . . “But

entertainments, celebrations, initiations and student

Christ, Father Enders’ life on this earth was one of

they that are learned shall shine as the brightness of
the firmament: and they that instruct many to justice,
as stars for all eternity.”
Page 16

How can it be possible for the student council

customs without the assistance and active participation of the students for whom these rules are formulated?
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Yes, friend, you are “allowed” at your council

For some strange reason, possibly creditable to

meetings and whoever you are we hope this article
will cross your path and that of your classmates.

“human nature” itself, the social mistakes and blun-

Further, we hope we will be seeing you and
many more of your friends and ours at the remaining
council meetings of this school year.
When you pick up your weekly bulletin each
Monday morning, make it a habit to check the time
and date of your student council meeting for that

particular week.
Incidentally, if you know of a better way in
which to make your views and opinions known to

those in authority at the university, other than reg-

ders of the student body, if such do exist, are identified with the type training the individual receives

within the ivy-covered walls of his or her Alma Mater.
Very shortly, University of Dayton students in
large numbers will be bound for the “big city” with
the expressed purpose of boosting their “Flyer’s” on
to victory in the National Invitational Tournament.
All of us are proud, and justly so, of those boys
who have labored beyond description to place the

University of Dayton “on the map.”

ular attendance at student council meetings, we do

In turn, let us not forget that our team and its
coaching staff would like to return home, not only

wish you would share this secret with the two thous-

victorious in the world of basketball, but proud of

and five hundred and eighty-one day students who
attend this institution with you six days a week.

the student body who stood behind them through
thick and thin.

*
e
U. D.’s ALL-AMERICAN

a pattern upon which he or she can design and plan

e-

The educational institution gives to the student

®@ To be chosen one of the top fifteen basketball
players in the nation is quite an honor, John Horan,

and take it from us that every U. D. student is mighty
proud that such a tribute has been given you.
Leadership, character and ability, Johnny, are
qualities one cannot hide. They are some salient
talents that make the man what he is. Without them,
man is but a follower; with them he becomes a leader
as you are.
We know of no one individual on the U.D.
campus so deserving of such tribute as has been paid
you, John, and we feel we would have to look far to

find another who would have accepted such an honor
in the same spirit of humility as was yours.

How

true is the statement that the man of ability is usually
the modest, unassuming man.
It makes little difference to us, Johnny, into
which category the pollsters and the sports writers
chose to place our All-American; to all of us on the
hill he is and will always be, the top man on the
first team.

We wish you, Johnny, and all the members of
our fine team, the very best of luck in Madison Square

Garden. Win or lose, the admiration of the student
body for U. D.’s finest team ever, will never lessen
in degree.

A TWO-WAY STREET

every action of life. This pattern, however comprehensive, is not sufficient to guarantee correct behavior
on the part of every individual.
Willingness on the part of the individual to be
socially correct and_ socially acceptable must first
exist, or the efforts of the institution will ultimately
be of little avail.
Bear this in mind, and have a good, enjoyable
time cheering our “Flyers” on to success.

LET FREEDOM RING
®@ On Bedloes Island, New York, at the pedestal
of the Statue of Liberty, are inscribed the following
words composed by one Emma Lazarus:
“Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame, With
conquering limbs astride from land to land. Here at
our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand a woman
with a torch, whose flame is the imprisoned lightning,
and her name Mother of Exiles; from her beaconhand glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command the air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame.

“Keep ancient lands, your storied pomp!” cries
she with silent lips. “Give me your tired, your poor,
your huddled masses yearning to breathe free. The
wretched refuse of your teeming shore. Send these,
the homeless tempest-tost to me; I lift my lamp beside the golden door.”
Do we as Americans appreciate the meaning of

© The University of Dayton, as all other colleges

these words, or do we, never having experienced the

and universities throughout the country, is judged by

horrors of war, the pangs of hunger or the miseries
of destruction, take this inscription and what it attempts to convey, for granted? What do you think?

the general public largely by and through an obser-

vation of the students who attend it as a group.
March, 1955
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and then are dissipated into oblivion. This type of

TO GO OR NOT TO GO
e “To go or not to go, this is the question.” At
least, that seems to be THE topic of conversation
these days around the campus, and the destination of
all this going or not going is none other than New
York and the N.I.T., in case you haven't already
guessed it.
There are those who have whole-heartedly repeated since December: “I’m going if we get asked.”
Then there are those who just as firmly say: “I

can't go. No money.” And believe it or not, there
are a few of us who are really “on the fence’, for
one reason or another... . be it reluctance to miss

class (this type is rather rare), reluctance to spend
money, reluctance to leave certain people here at
home, etc., etc., etc. There are very few, though, if
any, of us that don't have the “desire” to go and see
the team play.
Come to think of it, all of our worries about

the N.I. T. trip will be solved for us if we (perish
the thought) don’t win on Tuesday night. Here’s

hoping we get the opportunity to ponder that question “To go or not to go” . . . to the semi-finals of

the N.I.T., 1955.
—A.F.

music has many ill-effects, especially on the arts. For
intance, if you ask the average American about Enrico

Caruso, he'll reply, “Oh, him! He’s the guy who
sings like Mario Lanza.”
The field of popular music is composed of three
parts: the songs themselves, the singers, and the disk

jockeys. If you can tell a book by its cover, you can

certainly tell a song by its title. Some of the more
recent gems are: “All I Want Is All There Is and
Then Some,” “In an Inn in Indiana,” “Its Cha-Cha
Time,” and “Rudolph, The Red-Nosed Mambo.” Then,

there are always the words!!! The craze these days
is to sing the rhythmical nonsense lines such as: “Oop

shoop be do be do be do be,” “A bippity zum a-zum
a-zum, bow bow bow oooh we bop and skippity-hop,”
or simply, “Rain, rain, rain, rain, rain, rain, rain.”

Then there are the more practical pieces like:
The way you wiggle when you walk,
Would make a hound-dog talk.
or

In an Inn in Indiana,
Dreamily we danced around,
To a broken-down pianna
With a rinky tinky sound.

(pianna! ?)

Misery loves company it seems. For every poor

tune there is an equally poor singer. I will not be so
bitter as to name individuals. You need only to turn

I HATE POPULAR MUSIC!
@ I’m an eccentric. My friends view me with a
sympathetic eye. Often, unobserved, I have listened

to them discussing my strange tastes and poking fun
at them.

What bothers these people?

Do I have

hypochrondiac or schizophrenic inclinations? Am I a
member of any notorious organization like the Communist Party? No! I simply hate “pop” music. I
prefer Caruso to Como. This makes me an eccentric.

on your radio any time on any station. However, there
are a few groups of warblers who merit special mention. These are the modern quartets, or should I
say quartet, since I am convinced that the same four
fellows record all those songs under various assumed

names. At least they all sound alike, they of the
syrupy slur. If you've ever heard four voices slide
down an octave to the tune of “DoooAHHHHHH”,

you know what I mean.

“Pop” music can be defined as the many songs
(forced into the public ear via radio, T. V., or the
juke box) which deal with true love, jilted love,

say duty because these people seem to think they

happy love, tender love, and harsh love either in-

have an obligation to make the public listen. Thus,

dividually or in combination.

These songs, like the

you can hear the same song four times a day on any

fumes from the city dump, linger in the air for awhile

station. Disk jockeys stand out as a group because of
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Of course, there must be someone to promote
these songs. This is the duty of the disc jockeys. I

The Exponent

their nicknames. Many are called “Daddy-O” or
“The Poor Man’s Nobody.” The more rural record
spinners may have labels like: “Your corn-bread eater
and butter-milk drinker-upper.” The worst habit of

disc jockeys is the reading of lengthy dedications. It
runs something like this: “Coming up next is ‘Papa

Loves Mambo’ for Fred and Mary, Bob and Jean,
Phil and Betty, John and Shirley, Pat and Louise, Ray

and Helen, George and Dottie, Bill and Ingrid... .”
This goes on and on into the night or into the next
program.
However, to me there are some songs that are

not “pop” tunes. “White Christmas” and “Stardust”
are examples. These were written by men with ability.
Such songs have lasted over a period of years and
will continue to be popular. It is only the contemporary, commercial ditties (written just to enrich some

amateur poet) that I frown upon and class as “pop”
music.
(Editor's Note: The writer hesitates to acknowledge this piece, not because he is afraid to stand behind his beliefs, but merely because he is a HE, and
this article is appearing in the Coeds’ Comer.
)

AN IDEAL ART STUDIO
@ Anyone interested in art should have a studio.
So let’s plan this studio, even if it is in dreams. I’ve
always yearned for such a small nook that I can call
my very own. I can see it quite plainly. An easel

silhouetted against the blue of the skylight, a high
stool, some paints! I draw pictures of it. Somehow
1 always have a smock hanging idly on the easel. I
the artist, am out to lunch at a cafe, in accordance
with the stories I read.
When a studio is a real workshop, it is most
gratifying. It is fun to work in it all day and some-

times in the evenings. You will need broad table

space and shelves and cupboards. Have the absolutely right kind of drawing board or easel. No one but

yourself will know just what suits your work best.
Have it properly adjusted for height and light. The
most comfortable chair I have found is a strong
folding deck chair. The drawing board, tilted against
a table, rests on the arms. There must be at your
right hand, a cabinet — squarish — and with places to

put small supplies. The top of it will hold the ink
and paint and paint waters. The greatest problem is

a place to hold large sheets of paper, flat, without
rolling them. To solve this problem, make a substantial portfolio for them.

TRADING PLACES
@ Everybody has a natural desire to be someone
else. When life seemingly becomes intolerably boring
or trying, our eyes tend to observe our fellowmen
and we begin to contemplate what life would be like
in someone else’s shoes.
As the old saying goes, “the grass is always
greener on the other side of the fence.” It is natural
for humans in time of trouble to think only of how
unfortunate a situation faces us, and then, gazing
upon lucky neighbor Jones, with no problems and
with everything going his way, our first impulse is to
envy him. Many times our own existence can seem
so commonpleace that we would willingly exchange
it for another. In other words, we are tired of our

own personality and of the same old routine.
If some fate could grant to each of us our desire
to live for a time as some other person, I’m sure the
result would be interesting, to say the least. I wonder
how long it would be before the great majority of
us would sincerely be willing to return to our “old”
selves? It seems that even in spite of all the previous
complaining, it would be quite a relief to get back
to what we have known for so many years. Although
“distance lends enchantment,” there still is “no place

like home.”
—A. F.
March, 1955

The colors in the room, at least those that are
before you as you work, should be quiet so as not to
interfere with the colors you may be using in a
drawing on your board. What colors do to each

other is a long story which you probably already
know about. North light is best, although some
people do not mind sunlight in the room.
Curtains of sailcloth or denim have a casual,
practical, studio-like look. They can be drawn or
tied back and are heavy enough to control light.
I hardly need to mention the armchairs for
guests, nor the space for dancing, nor the low tables

for refreshments. Your own mind can conjure up
these things beyond any one’s power to aid. Carry
out your own taste, and it will truly be — Your own
ideal studio.
—Mary M. GONZALEZ.

TOWARD THE GOAL
@ Daytonian orders number at this writing
approximately four hundred fifty. This is a decided
improvement even in the last week and certainly
indicates that the U. D. student body does not desire

to be without a yearbook.
Let’s keep up the drive so the yearbook will
not be discontinued at U. D. in future years.
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was busy on the telephone. She

THE LITTLE MEN
(Continued from Page 10)

called Mr. Dugan, the mayor. She
called Mr. Carey the town’s best

mornin.” (Mrs. Callahan always

(and only) lawyer and Dr. OLeary. She talked to Mr. Clancy,
.

took a while to come to the point

so Miss Molly was patient.
)
“Well, I went to get the milk
and there it was, as sour as any
milk I ever saw.”

“But, Mary, I don't — — —

2?

“Now, Molly Malone, you know
perfectly well that milk don’t get
sour from settin’ in a refrigerator.
No sir, it’s the little men. They did
it because they don’t want me a’fixin’ that banquet. It’s the time oO
year for them and it’s just like the
stories me grandmother used to
tell me.”

(For some reason Mrs. Callahan
always acquired a brogue when
she talked about her Irish grand-

mother.
)
“Why, Mary Callahan, ['m surprised at you. What would Father
O'Malley say if he heard you?
Why, that’s downright superstition!
Little Men, indeed!” Miss Molly
had known her plans were going
too well.
“Superstition or not, I ain’t takin’
any chances. I'm not goin’ to be
in charge of that banquet and
that’s final.” The click of the phone
indicated that Mrs. Callahan’s
words were indeed final.
Three days before St. Patrick's
day and as far as Miss Molly knew,
there was not even a menu planned for the banquet. She had not
slept a wink the entire night and
the lovely day was completely
wasted on her. Miss Molly was indeed worried.
It was over her third cup of
coffee that morning that the idea
struck her. She had almost decid-

ed to call the mayor and let him do
the worrying. After all, he considered it such a “Great Honor.”
“Men,” she thought, “they're all

alike. They

* Men! of course!

You could almost see the light

That evening Mrs. Callahan called again. “I been thinkin’, Molly,
that maybe I was wrong in lettin’
you down at the last minute like
that. I’m probably takin’ a big
chance, but I guess I better handle
that banquet anyway.” This was
the closest Mrs. Callahan would
ever come to admitting she was
wrong.

lished by the Saint Anthony Guild ©

time of year for them, you know.”
e
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Are you looking for a good book
to help you write that term paper
in the religion class. Call at the
Library desk and ask for the 1955

National Catholic Almanac, pubPress of Paterson, New Jersey. This

book of 808 pages is a mine of
information. You will find the prin-

cipal addresses of the Holy Father
during 1954; the status of the
Church in the countries of the
world; the condition of the Church
in Iron Curtain Countries; a succinct article on Communism; a
Catholic ready reference giving
definitions of terms; events of
Catholic interest in 1954; marriage
legislation of the Church; articles
on Catholic social action, the National Catholic Rural Life Conference, etc. The index is the cue for
valuable book for the college stu-

dent who needs ready information

=
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Illustration by Kay DeVol

“Why, Mary, you don’t have to
do it if you'd rather not. Maybe

we can get someone else.

May-

be — —.”

about the Church.
=

=

®

Congratulations to Tom and the
team for the wonderful season, and

good luck and the best of wishes

to Johnny Horan, Jack Sallee and
Chris Harris for the many thrills

“Someone else! Listen, Molly
Malone, all day long, I been gettin’
calls from people. The mayor, the
doctor, the Police Chief, the Fire
Chief and I don’t know who all’s
been callin’. And they’ve all been
sayin’ the same thing — that they're

they gave us in their four years at

sorry I won't be able to fix the

cent in marriages ending in the di-

banquet, but maybe they can get
that fancy restaurant outside of
town to do it. The idea! As if any
fancy restaurant could fix a ban-

quet as good as one of mine!” The
phone at Mrs. Callahan’s words.
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“Why maybe it was the little
men, Mary,’ Miss Molly’s voice
was gay as she answered. “It’s the

you to find the material. It is a

me into this. Just let them get me

For the next hour Miss Molly

to fix the banquet? Who told them,
Molly Malone?”

sparks literally flew from the tele-

out. Only they won't be so little.”

Miss Molly knew the

question would come. “How did
all those men know I wasn't going

the Chief of Police, and Terry
O’Brien, the Fire Chief. Every important man in town heard from
Miss Molly in the next hour. Some
of them thought her plan was a
little silly and some of them had
a hearty laugh. But all of them
agreed to help her. Even Father
O'Malley agreed that her plan was
a good one, though he laughed as
heartily as the rest.

bulbs flashing. “The little men got
She smiled grimly.

“There's just one thing that wor-

ries me.”

“Oh, no one could do that, Mary,
absolutely no

one.”

was quick to agree.

Miss

Molly

U.D. Success in the N. I. T.
®

=

=

Juvenile delinquency and divorce are the two greatest evils in
the United States today. There is
an increase of five hundred per
vorce court.

In 1880 with sixty-

three million people divorces numbered 33,461.

In 1952 with one

hundred and fifty million people
divorces were 388,000. The num-

ber shows no sign of abating. Juvenile delinquency has become a

national scandal and danger. There
is a connection between the broken

home and juvenile delinquency.
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India
by Kautilya

were wanted.

About this period,

@ Soft breezes murmuring in the
boughs. A silvery moon riding a

the East. Marco Polo visited Cath-

ay and returned with glowing ac-

the Spanish grandee, Ignatius of

calm sky, and the sweetly melan-

counts of the learning and wealth
of China. With the new learning

Loyola, renounced his previous life

choly notes of a distant flute. To
me this spells one place like which
there is no other
—INDIA—the

land of mystery in a mysterious
Orient; the most fascinating land
in a fascinating Asia; the land
whose riches inspired poets and
explorers.
India has been known by many
names. The Muslims called it Hindustan, the land of the Hindus.
But to us, it is Bharat. Bharat or
India, to use the name familiar to
Westerners, is today the biggest
democracy in the world, with its

population of three hundred sixty
million.

She

had

contact

with

Europe when Greek civilization

was at its zenith. There are many
indications that the fleets of the
Tamil Kingdoms of South India
sailed as far as Crete in the Mediterranean. Alexander, the all-conquering Greek, invaded India, but
withdrew after a Pyrrhic victory
over Puru, the King of Taxila, or
what is now called Punjab. With
Alexander’s withdrawal from India,
there was no further contact with

Europe for many centuries. During
the Dark Ages, Europe was overrun by barbarians and the very
foundations of Roman civilization
were crumbling. India at this

period was at the peak of her pros-

perity, and names like Asoka the
Great and Akbar the Great recall
the era of our greatness. Akbar is
generally known to the Western
World as the “Great Mogul” and
the splendor of his court has never

been equalled by any monarch,
unless it be by the French King
Louis, “Le Roi Soleil.”
Came the Renaissance when
scholars, fleeing from Constantinople and the invading Muslims,

sparked a new interest in learning.
Europe awoke from the long night
of ignorance and turned towards
March, 1955

and with the glamorous accounts
of adventures, men’s imaginations
were fired. All over Europe there
was an air of excitement. There

as a soldier of the King of Spain,
and decided he would henceforth
be a soldier of Christ. To this end
he decided to forma religious
order to be known as the “Com-

were many great plans afoot to get

panions of Christ.” We know them

to India and Cathay. The famous
Genoese, Christopher Columbus,
conceived the idea of sailing west-

today as the Jesuits. Ignatius was
a most extraordinary man. At the

wards till he reached Cathay. He
managed to persuade Isabella and
Ferdinand of Spain to equip him

age of thirty he returned to school
to learn Latin, the classical language. Thence he went to the University of Paris where the most

with a fleet and he sailed westward. The rest of his voyage is

brilliant men of the day were. His
persistent quotation, “What doth it

history.

profit a man if he gain the whole
world and suffer the loss of his

While Columbus and the Spaniards were looking for a westward
route to India, the Portuguese
sought an eastern passage. Prince
Henry the Navigator encouraged
his Admirals in their endeavors to
discover a sea-route to India. Batholomew Diaz was the first Euro-

pean to round the stormy tip of
South Africa and enter the vast
Indian Ocean. Diaz originally call-

ed the cape the “Cape of Storms,”

soul?” finally won over the most
brilliant of the dons — and Francis
Xavier became the Apostle of the

East. With a group of Jesuits and
an unquenchable thirst for souls
Francis Xavier came to India. He
travelled up and down our westem coast, baptizing people by the
thousands. As a matter of incidental interest this writer’s family
traces its Christianity to Francis
Xavier in the sixteenth century.

but Prince Henry is reputed to

have changed the name to “Cape
of Good Hope” because it offered
new hopes of reaching India. From
there it was not difficult for the
intrepid Portuguese under Vasco
da Gama to reach India and land
in Goa, on our western seaboard.
They came originally as traders,
but under ambitious leaders like

Affonse d’Albuquerque vast tracts
of Indian soil were annexed. With
the trader and the soldier came the

missionary. St. Thomas the Apostle

first brought Christianity to our
shores about A.D. 50 and over his
remains there stands the exquisite

San Thome Cathedral in Mylapore,
Madras. The Portuguese Franciscans, however, were the first Euro-

pean missionaries. The Franciscans
were too few and the harvest was
indeed great, so many more priests

This epoch was the most glorious
in Portuguese history. The foreigners became rich in India’s wealth
and to assuage their consciences

they spread the Gospel! But other
European countries, too, wanted a
share in all this wealth — ivories
and sandalwood from India, fine
silks from China, the land of sages,
spices from Malaya and Indonesia.
Denmark, France, England and
Holland came hot foot to India.
Only Spain was unconcerned and
that was because her galleons were

bringing her more gold from South
America than she knew what to
do with. The French, English and
Dutch were engaged in a triangular struggle in Europe for decades

and they brought their conflicts to
Asia, upsetting a balance which
has not yet been restored. Even-
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tually only the French and English
remained in India and they fought
for complete control. From North
America to South India they fought
each other, but England who had
command of the sea won in the
end.
Thus from the nineteenth century Great Britain ruled India.
However, conscious of our past, the
people wanted liberty, for which
there can be no substitute. In 1857
the First War of Independence
broke out, but it was ill-organized
and was crushed with utmost severity. All was quiet from then till
the early twentieth century when
leaders like Lala Lajpat Rai, Deshbandu Das, Gokhale, Motilal Nehru and Mahatma Gandhi started

the second Independence movement. Knowing that force of arms
often results in unnecessary bloodshed, Gandhi started his unique

non-violent movement. In brief it
was a policy of boycott of, and noncooperation with, the foreigner.
Under Gandhi and Jawaharlal
Nehru, this technique was perfect-

ed and Independence followed on
August 15, 1947. Today India is
a Federal Republic consisting of a
number of States similar to the system prevailing in the United States
of America. The President of India
is Dr. Rajendra Prasad, and the
Prime Minister is Pundit Jawaharlal Nehru. Mahatma Gandhi, the
Father of the Nation, was assassinated in January, 1949, but his
mantle has fallen on Jawaharlal
Nehru who is the symbol of modern India.
*

*

=

Note: In this article the writer
has attempted to providea historical background, albeit rather

awareness helped to produce classical wisdom, it was a main factor
in medieval thought and the balance wheel in our world stability.
These are our resources, but
what are we doing with them.
While the Modern Language Association is making an effort to revivify the study of languages, even in
the grammar schools we notice the
practical disappearance of Greek
in the Catholic secondary schools
and the future of Latin seems in
the balance, and this in spite of
the fact that our language disci-

pline has been an aspect of our

Also the humanistic tradition of
our education is on the defensive.
Dangerous concessions have been
brought about by the demands of
the professional schools and by the
demands for courses that have a

“practical” appeal. How few of

the graduates of our Catholic colleges, yes, even right here at our

University of Dayton, have been
educated humanistically. In our
science and engineering and business sections how much do our
graduates know about history and
literature and philosophy?
Another bulwark of our Catholic

system of education is our faith in
man’s spiritual destiny. It is true
that this faith can be maintained
without reading Aristotle, Homer
or Shakespeare, but with the infiltration of “things” into our daily
lives and with the science of
“things” offering us the material
goods of life, the maintaining the
autonomy of the spirit becomes
more difficult.

article, the different peoples of In-

dia, with their different religions,

pursue to the remotest boundaries

cultures and traditions will be described.

of knowledge a quest for truth —
economical, philosophical, literary,
historical, scientific and sociolog-

@
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THE LIBERAL ARTS COLLEGE
(Continued from Page 3)

Our faith and our philosophical
convictions make us aware of man’s
dual nature of flesh and spirit. This
Page 22

but in this preparation perhaps we
could achieve a less and less utili-

tarian purpose in our education
and a more liberal view. In whatever field we happen to engage
later on could we not by means of

further reading and study make
ourselves ready to be a leaven in

the world about us by disseminating ideas based on spiritual values?
Yes we can, and if we do, we will

help to save our Western civilization from the enemies who would
disenfranchise the spirit.

education continually impressive to
secular educators.

A crying need today is a body
of young intellectual Catholic
scholars who in their research will

sketchy, about India. In another

We must prepare ourselves to
earn a living and support a family,

ical truth. These young people may
act as a leaven to purify the muddy
stream of thinking in which the
“economic”

man,

the

“scientific”

man and the “sociological” man
dominate the minds of some teachers today.

LITTLE BUCKAROO
(Continued from Page 5)
words that I didn’t hear and then
began to walk toward me. I didn’t
notice, until they were close, that
Harry was walking behind them.
“Well, that finishes another deputy,” Fred laughed as he looked
down at me.

“O.K., drop your guns! You're
under arrest in the name of the
Texas Rangers.” It was Harry talking now.
“Why, you dirty double-crosser!
Get him, Fred!”
But Harry was too fast for them.
“Bank! Bang! ... Bang! Bang!”
They dropped to the ground, dead.

Harry picked up my cap and
brought it to me. He was a loyal
friend after all.
“Youll be all right.”
“No, Harry; it’s no use. I’m on

the way out. But there’s something
I want you to have before I go. It’s

my cap.”

“Do you really mean it?”
“That's right, Harry. You take it
—I can’t take it with me.”

Mrs. Morely opened the screen
door. “It’s nearly noon. Hadn't
you better be getting home?”
Harry untied me, and I jumped

on my bicycle and headed home.
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GIANT'S DELIRIUM
(Continued from Page 11)

hard work before one received his
reward, I realized that he was still
serious about fishing and that he

you own an elephant you are considered a social success.
Two years later the little peasant came to the maharaja and said,

Jack Webster, too, was delighted, he got a raise, and Buck’s
coach soon became his good friend.

expected me to be serious, too.

Before he started his second season great things were predicted
and expected of Buck Belvo, and
it seemed that with half the

year, and for many years after-

maharaja. “I'm going to save it

wards, he tried to catch “that fish”
but never succeeded. He is still
trying, and trying, not likea loafer,
but rather like a man intent on a

again,” said the peasant. “There is

schedule already played Webster's
giant would certainly make AllAmerican. He could do nothing
wrong, and his point average zoomed to thirty-one and four tenths

per game. The opposing coaches

When that night was over, until
the last day of our vacation that

urpose and willing to spend himself to fulfill it.

“Sire, I once saved your life, didn’t
I?” “You certainly did,” replied the

a plot to assassinate you while you
are walking in your garden to-

morrow evening, and to seize your
throne.”
“Tl foil their plans,” said the
maharaja. “I'll stay in the palace
and surround myselfwith guards.”

and players were tearing their hair

IN LOVING MEMORY

trying to devise schemes to stop

(Continued from Page 9)

he would, but as it happened the
guards were traitors and killed him

what cheer he brought to these
suffering individuals. Then also,
as Father Collins remarked, when
some one came out to the University looking for a priest to resolve his doubts and worries it
seemed just natural that the individual would be steered to Father Enders.

and seized his throne and kingdom
and everything, except the little

considers an elephant’s hair lucky,
except, of course, the elephant who
loses it.

In the Marianist community of
the University of Dayton he will

Is Friday the thirteenth lucky?
Some people say “Yes,” some say

Belvo’s scoring. No one could, and
Bartell soon became the team to

beat!
No one could stop Belvo. No one
but “Buck” himself!

ee
FISHERMEN ARE
ENERGETIC
(Continued from Page 7)
last the night without any food.
Because of the difficulty I had en-

countered in obtaining permission
to come, however, I judged it imprudent to complain. When m
dad handed me the old rod he
wanted me to use, I had to use all

my will-power to bait the hook
with the slimy squid which we had
brought as bait.

I became com-

pletely frustrated when, after several futile attempts at casting, my
reel backlashed and I was forced
to spend at least an hour untangling the mess which resulted.

be sorely missed.

His winning

just in the prime of life. It takes
a long time to train a person to
teach in college, hence from a human point of view his death is a
great loss, but God knows what is

best and we humbly bow to His
holy will. How many among you
students-of the University would
be interested enough in the Society

of it, especially since we had
caught absolutely nothing. I con-

do so.

fided these feelings to my dad, who

and an unlucky day for the maharaja. Anyway, everyone in India

SNO.-

WiLtiAM CHAMBERLAIN.

KAMPUS KUT-UPS
(Continued from Page 24)
is the new kissy-face . . . Is Joe
Bronder also “Homesick Joe?” . . .
For those students in Mr. Comer’s
classes the gross national product
for 1954 is approximately three
hundred sixty-two billion dollars...
Letty Roll still has the knack of
being late for class due to the last
drag from a free cigarette ... If

you need a sample pack of smokes
contact Dave King . . . Carol Oesbeck and John Saggio will also
have free smokes as soon as final

then pointed to a cardboard box
which he had carried from out of
the car. It contained blankets,
matches for a fire and, best of all,
hot chocolate, sandwiches, cookies
and even marshmallows in plentiful supply. My dad wasn’t so hard-

peasant with the elephant’s hair.
It was a lucky day for the peasant

smile, his cheerful disposition and
his willingness to help made him
a most desirable community man.
His passing leaves a gap in the
ranks. He was only forty-nine,

of Mary to join, and fill up the gap
left by the passing of Father Enders? God grant you the grace to

I couldn't stand it any longer. If
this was fishing, I wanted no part

The maharaja did just as he said

negotiations are made on campus

BREVITIES
(Continued from Page 14)
ant a good job at the palace with

. . . Gail Hallerman, Joan Leff,

Joyce Hagan, hope to find a gold
Cadillac in N. Y. (Of course, they
make gold Cadillacs.
)

a large income. The maharaja, to

Many thanks to our guest re-

further show his appreciation, gave

porters this past month. They

Yet when he said that it

the peasant a hair from an ele-

were:

was always necessary to do some

phant’s tail, because in India if

Maston and Rita Kinsella.

hearted as I had been tempted to
think.
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Betty

Morabito,

Connie
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ANPUSD AUTEURS
e A big hand to the Junior
Class for such a wonderful dance.
Lakeside has never looked better
and the favors have never been
nicer. Marcia Gabriel was “The

Queen of Hearts” and her attendants were Anita Beacham, Jeanne
Graul, Tibby Kidder, Sara King.
Numerous couples were at the

dance. Those noted dancing by
were Tony Krystofik, Mary Lou
Wessecker, Bill Thesing, Joanne
Moore,

Bob

Schuhmann,

Joan

(from Ky.), Don Weisse, Joan
Neumann, Tod Egan, Joyce Hagan,

Jim

Kenny,

Georgia

Ann

Schwartz, Jim Stafford, Carmen
Ventura, Jack Muldowney, Joan
Brennan, Paul Dacey, Joyce Nieman, Jim Thompson, Karen Munn,
Rita Kinsella, Tony Barto, Jim
Synk, Molly Moore, John Prosser,
Kay, Jim Ducato, Joyce Blesi, Judy
Bucher, Dick Kuntz, John Hussong, Pat Russell, Tom Geary, Pat
Kennedy, Don Chontos, Jan Lay,
Rudy Rupenstein, Carol O’Con-

nell, Jerry McAvoy, Margaret Butler, Vincient Shields, Mary Hunt-

ing, Bob Eilerman, Connie Maston, Bill Walsh, Shirley Gehring,
Charlie Nahn, Ann Kramer, Jack
Janning, Joan Voelker, Ted Nun,
Ann Williams, Ed Wehner, Madonna Michaels, Bill Strady, Veronica Glass, John Clark, Sally Davern, Armond Martino,
Sally

Payne, Jim Madden, Pat Gavin,

Joan Nolan, Don Wellimer, Dick
Koehler, Maureen Kelly, Jim Schu-

macher, Janice Gerding,

Larry

Vinkie, Eileen Daley, Ed Heed,

Lois Riechling, Wally Thompson,
Ann Von Haenel, Jim Philippo,
Marilyn Bornhorst, Tom Wolfe,

Helen Strakamp, Roy Kuntz, Petie
Pfarrer,

Ronnie

Syple,

Marilyn

Stich, Patty Siemers, John Jones,

Tom Agnew, Marilyn Wellimeir,
Sam Ried, Nancy Remke,
Payne, Patsy Hackett....
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Congratulations go to Bill Smith
and Joyce Ely, to Frank Maloney
and Sudi Riley; and to Don Cizek
and Helen Helferich on their recent engagements... .

CAN YOU PICTURE THIS?
Carol Chaney without Christine.
Paul Dacey working. Jim Katcav-

age doing the mambo. . . Jan Cook
without Peggy Powers . . . Kay
Lefler, Vivian, Sharon, and Helen
Raiff not in their reserved seats in
the small cafeteria . . . Dick Meinhold with a carton of cigarettes . . .

Joanne

Brennan

without

Pat

Schorsch . . . Jerry Faust sitting
still . . . Shirley Bockrath not in
the S. U. B. .. . Sweetman and Nyhan not mentioning military tactics

. . . Joyce Blesi with long hair...
Betty Morabito not reminding the

guys that it is Lent . . . Larry
Pinto and Don Delsanter wanting
to take advantage of R.O.T.C....
Bill Barlow not getting enough
sleep at his former residence..
.

Jan Grentz, John Kozlevchar, John
Bettinger being rowdy in class.
Students using the fieldhouse. . .
Dick Mayata in the modern dance
class . . . Bro. Nagel playing in

the N.I.T. . . . Bob Montgomery
without a car ... Karen Munn
reading a Chinese newspaper .. .

Joan

Neuman — “After

Youre

Gone,” Joe “Shots” Johnson—“Arch
Angel,” John Saggio—“The Doggie
IN The Window,” Don Moltney—

“The Crazy Auto,” Bob Daley—
“Oklahoma,” Ed Flynn—“Body and
Soul,”

John

Clark — “Louisville

Lou,” David Clark—“My Old Ken-

tucky Home,” Gene Patten—“The
Sweetheart of Sigma Nu,” Ramona

Beckley — “California

Here

I

Come,” Connie Maston—“O. S. U.

Victory March,” Jim Thompson—
“Naval Day Blues,” Armond Martino—“It’s a Great Day for the
Irish,” Rita Kinsella—“April Showers,” Lynda Smith—“What Are
You Doing Since New Year's Eve,”
Jim Kenny—“Santa Clause is Coming to Town,” Dennis Kelly —
“Smoke That Cigarette,” Pat Ginley—“How Are You Fixed for
Blades” and the song of the month
is‘A Man Chases a Woman Until
She Catches Him”... .
News Items . . . Don Chontos

would like to take Forestery 101

.. . Jim Rule finally realized that
the competition is rough on cam-

pus and gave up . . . Freshmen
don’t become alarmed on St. Pat-

rick’s Day if you see fellow students with green hair. The 17 of
March is a day of celebration for
the Irish at Kramer’s and Carl’s...
Carmen Riazzi wants to be a

Did you ever notice that people

Psych. major . . . . John Coughlin

always sing a certain song?? A
few examples we have are as follows: Joyce Ely—“Along Came
Bill,” Sharon Diamond—“Give Me
Five Minutes More,” Connie Hall
—“You're in the Army Now,” Martha Gray—“Only a Rose,” Bob
Wendling—“Let Me Go Lover,”

seems to like his Army fatigue
trousers. (They’re real neat, John)
... Betty Miller has been declared
checker champion at the S. U. B.
(Will someone please remind

Doris Trent—“Moon Over Miami,”

teaching. They should know by
now that she would be difficult to

Doris Dietz—An aria from “Carmen, Kathy Jardine—“For It Was

Coughlin of this?) A few of the
girls were looking for Anita Beacham at the school where she is

find since it was recess . . . John

Larry, Larry,” Pat Falke—“Anchors

Manfreda is the N. Y. mambo

Away,”

king .. . John (night train) Layne

Tod

Egan—“Full

Moon

and Empty Arms” (the bragger),

(Turn to Page 23)
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Veterans’
Corner
( By permission of Jerome A. Von
Mohr, head of Veteran’s Service,

)
University of Dayton.
Question: How should a veteran
go about planning a program of
study under the Korean G. I. Bill?
Answer: First, he should decide
upon a specific goal he wants to
reach. It may be either education,
professional or vocational. Next, he
should choose the type of training
that would best help him reach his
goal. Finally, he should select a
school or training establishment
that offers the type training he will
need.
:
bod

*

*

Question: What are examples of

the various types of goals?
Answer: <An_ educational goal
would be the attainment of a
diploma, degree or
certificate
showing scholastic achievement. A
professional goal would be law,
medicine or some such profession.
A vocational goal would be the job
the training leads to, such as steamfitter or machinist.
=

=

=

Question: What if a veteran
wants help in deciding upon a

Answer: Courses in bartending,
dancing or personality development are prohibited by law.
=

=

=

Question: May a veteran take
any other so-called avocational or
recreational courses?
Answer: Only if he submits justification to the V. A. that the course
will be a bona fide use in hispresent or contemplated business or
occupation. V. A. approval should
be obtained before starting the
particular course.
=

=

®

Question: How does a veteran go
about applying for Korean G.I.
Bill training?
Answer: He must obtain an application blank — V.A. Form 71990, at any V. A. office; fill it out
completely; attach photostatic or
certified copies of both sides of his

discharge or separation paper
(form DD 214), and send it to his
nearest regional V. A. office. The
application should not be mailed to
V. A. headquarters inWashington,
4.
*

*

e

Question: What is the next step?

Answer: If the veteran’s application is in order, V. A. will send him
a certificate for education and
training
—V.A. Form 7-1993. He
presents this to his school or training establishment and arranges
with the school or establishment to
start his training.

In The Web of Subversion by
James Burnham (John Day Co.)
the author says that fifty-nine divisions and subdivisions of the Federal Government are “enmeshed in

the web of subversion.” Yes, that
means Communism. Bring on McCarthy.
Ss

2

e

Less than half of the motion
pictures listed by the Legion of

Decency during the past year were
morally fit for general consumption.
Less than one-fourth of foreign
films were suited for general patronage.
=

=

=

There are more than seven hundred vocations to the priesthood
and the religious life every year
from the armed forces. There are
one thousand eight hundred priests
working as chaplains with our armed forces today.
®

&

&

Souls become great through con
tact with great souls; they are
made noble, generous, and beautiful by contact with souls that are
noble and_ beautiful. Nothing is
more contagious than ideals, especially in the case of the young.
teacher with only modest learn
pod

*

&

A teacher with only modest
learning yet with refinement of
soul is worth much more than one
who, bristling with scholarship and
decorated with all the degrees, is,
after all, but a paltry spirit, having
no vision and no tenderness of
heart.

goal?

—Archibald Rutledge

Answer: V. A. will provide him
with educational and _ vocational
guidance, if he desires it. In such
a case, he should indicate that he
wants counseling in his application
for G.I. training.
2

2

%

Question: May a veteran train in
a school outside the United States?

Answer: Yes, provided his course
is to be taken in an approved institution of higher learning.
=

®

=

Question: Are there any courses
not permitted under the Korean
Ct ee
March, 1955

COCOCOCOOCCOCOCOOSOCSCOOOOOOOOK ODOOCOCOCOOCO COO CO COSCOOSOOSOOSOSOSOOSCOSOOOOO

9

©

Everyone goes to or calls

Vic Cassano’s & Mom Donisi’s

PIZZA HOUSE
PIZZA the way you like it — BEER and WINES to carry out
for Orders call
WA 7881
895 W. Schantz — Off Route 25
Southern Hills

OR 3131

3718 Salem Ave. — 4 blocks past
Miracle Lane

Open Daily 11 A. M. to 12 P. M. — Friday and Saturday, 11 A. M. to 1 A. M.
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[injoy both sides of smoking pleasure!

You cAN’T help but notice — on
campus and off — smart smokers
are shifting to king-size Cavaliers.
Try them and find out what a
pleasure smoking can be when the
smoke feels so mild and tastes
so good!
Cavaliers give you the world’s
aristocratic tobaccos blended in an
extra length. There is no better
natural filter! There is no finer
source of delightful flavor! Today’s
the day. Get Cavaliers... get extra
mildness where it counts — in the
feel of the smoke!

Graduate to Cavaliers! Light up and feel

you don’t agree with thousands of smokers

CAVALIERS ARE KING-SIZE

that Cavalier mildness—so light, smooth and

who compared king-size Cavaliers with the
cigarettes they'd been smoking. Yes . oe

yet priced no higher than leading
regular-size cigarettes!

easy! Try a pack of Cavaliers today. See if

See why, among thousands of smokers interviewed... 8

OUT
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AAVALIERS ARE MILDER!
R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co,, Winston-Salem, N.C,

